Captain Woodcock.
Continued froo poaee 2o
“The Forest Drummer' eried the chil
excitedly,  And it was
imp-thump-thump-pump-pump-bump-
ump-ump-mp!  came the long roll
1 by the unseen drummer, always be-
cu in stately, slow and solemn ca-
ce and quickening to a fast double roll
it died away., And presently, outlined

nst a patch of pale yellow light, the

¢ lren saw the Forest Drummer strut-
tno aernss a log—a big, brown bird, bic
4 a len, with a crest on his head and a
prote own-and-black ruff. They s<aw
it noareh up and down the length of the
1o or twice, then halt, stand creet,
cre<t up and ruff spread, and, raising his
sho o1 heavy wings, bring them down with
1 ro- unding hollow thump—onee, twice.
fas faster—until his wings seemed t
be but misty shadows, so fast they vi-

rated, drumming the roll there in the dim
forest light,

“How does that bird make such a loud
drumming noise?" whisnered Geraldine.
“Ile must strike his body with his
wings: or perhaps he beats upon the
lug £y

“O) Peter, I am sure he doesn't strike
anvthing; it is just the sound he makes
when his strong, thick wings come to-
gether over his back.”

“Quhit! quhit! quhit!” came a soft, mu-
sical bird-call, and the children looked
around very quickly.

“\Who was it told us to quit?" asked Ger-
aldine aloud.

“Quhit! quhit! quhit!” came the hushed
call; and, to their amazement, the children
saw the Forest Drummer marching noise-
lessly over the leaves toward them.

“Ind you tell us to quit disputing®”
asked Peter curiously.,

“It was my sweetheart who told you to
‘quiiit!" " said the Forest Drummer, “and
she is perfectly right, too. What's the use
of two children disputing as to how 1
make my drumming sound, when even
those wise and learned people who spend
all their lives in studving zbout birds do
not knsw how I do it!"

“How do you do it?"
smiling

¢ 'vI!. as a plain matter of fact,” admit-
hig bird. I myself do not know
» how 1 do it; sometimes [ think it
must t-t the sound of my wings striking
the air; sometimes I feel quite convinced
it is the noise my, “mgs make hitting the
drumming-log—

]‘r.lmmmg-!--g'

“Certainly!
Forest Drummer has his favorite log on
which he drums? That log is called the
‘drumming-log.’’

“Why do you drum—for the pleasure
of making a noise®” asked Peter, curious-
Iy “That is why T drum)”

“I Jdrum tunes to please my sweetheart,”

inquired Geraldine,

ted th
exactly

replicd the bird, strutting about, ruff
spread, crest erect. “You know how
sweethearts are—all mad about the mili-
tary. So I thought that a dash of mili-
turv tlavor would not hurt my chances
witi the ladies; and besides, there's the
Wi Trumpeter-Swan, who joins in
sot. «times in early Spring. There's a

goo 1 odeal of a military tone to the wonds
in ¢ .rly Spring—what with me drumming
awar like mad, and the White Trumpeter
tooting away up in the sky, and Captain
W lenck strutting up and down, chest
thrust forward and wings clasped behind,
and all the sentinel Blue Herons standing
at ‘Attention! Eyes front!"

“1 should like to see that!”
Peter, excited.

“Then come into the woods in early
Spring. The White Trumpeter might not
be here; he's a Westerner, but he passes
sometimes, When y®u hear, far, far up
in the blue sky a stirring and martial
sound exactly like a blast from a French
vou may be sure that the White
mpeter is passing, and that 1 hear him

am drumming accompaniment, and
that Captain Woodeock is strutting up
and down the alder thicket, and all the
heron sentries are standing at rigid at-
tention down in the big Viaie."

“Suppose you drum again, just to please

exclaimed

hern,
Tru
and

viour sweetheart,” suggested Geraldine,
softly,
“She won't come,” said the Forest

“she hears me
"

Drummer, discontentedly;
quite plainly, too. She's dusting.

“Dusting!=—with a duster?" exclaimed
Geraldine, “Oh, how sweet, to think «f

|
Didn’t you know that every |
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FTER the canoe had passed the sus-
pension Lridge, Tom spied larry
or Hi, as they ealled him, and gay

L him the sccret signal. 11 roturncd
with signal of “Caution, danser
shead,” so the canoe was turned bow up

stream and paddled up to the log rait near
the sawmill: there the loys were joined 1
’!i and they bivouacked in Grosheck's wools,

or Red and his gang were swimming farther
.Ioun stream.

Hi had a bottle of strained honcy and som«
bantam eggs. Tom had a stick of India ink
and some needles, and Dick had nothing hu:

the time and hurting things: leastwise, the
iellow that wrote that poem didn't, because he
eoded up with saying:
||n' III‘I\l”l Lest whao loveth best
AL thinegs both great and small,
For the dear God who loveth us,
He wade and loveth all,

“Oh, you needn't 1.|1k." said Dick; “I saw
vou run three fish hooks in Red's hand. Gee,

at he will do \n"l up when he catehes you!
|-ut what's that Ancient Mariner Scout Tosi
nes<s "

“Why, just three of us fellows, and we'll
form a secret society and we all three will
tattoo ‘3 A, M. 8 on our arms, and then
we'll take an oath to stand by each other

through thick and thin, and fix it with a
swallow of strained honey.”
“Fix what?" cried Dick, “the tattoo?"

himself. The three bovs were sitting under
somessycamore trees on the dry, cracked mu!
:i.lt left by the woods on the banks of th.
river.

The River Rats, headed by Red, Sheepy an !
Blink, made the river bank, further down, to
dangerous for these boys, and so they ha!
penetrated further into the woods in search
of a secure rendezvous and were now met
in secret council.

Hi suggested that they form themselve:
into a band of guerillas and bushwhackers
Tom said the only people they eould bush
whack were the River Rats, and the River
Rats would be sure to lick the bushwhackers
every time they met. To which Harry re

fix it?" asked Harry,

“Shucks, no: the oath."”
“Well, how's the strained honey goin' to

“Why, this way; youn know there's lots
of cholera in the town, lats of people dyvin';
I saw the coffins piled up higher than the
second-story window at the undertaker's, an |
“'sawful dangerous to drink strained honey
in cholera tivie, and when you take a scerct
society oath you have to do something miglhty
dangerous; mostly you sign it with your
blaod, but any baby can do that hecause that
isn't as dangerous as it looks, But when v
drink strained honey in cholera time viu g
to he brave.”

“You didn't bring any bread with it, il
_\.'.‘u ?'I

“No, but I brought some bantam eggzs, an'!!

plied, “I don't see that that would make much
difference. They lick us every time they meet
us, anyhow. [ don't see what those kind of !
fellows were made for, anyhow."

“Well, they're not much good,” Dick |
agreed: “just the same, when I was putting
on my skates last Winter, Billy Goosegrease’s
cang stole near and surrounded me, and 1
fust had made up my mind to lose my skates
and get a good beating, when I heard the
vell of the River Rats, and you just hay
wight to have seen Red wade in on those
fellers!™

“I te’l you what, fellers,” cried Tom; “I
have been reading that ‘Ancient Mariner,'
and 1 think that it is a bully poem; you
know he didn't believe in hurting people al!

"

a little partridge going about dusting her
nest with a duster!”

“She isn't dusting her nest; she's dust-
ing herself, without any duster at all,” ex-
plained the Forest Drummer. “And, by
the way, Geraldine, don't call us partridges.
We are grouse—Ruffed Grouse.”

“Ruffed Grouse,” repeated the children,
obediently. And after a moment Geral-
dine said: “Please explain how your sweet-
heart dusts without a duster.”

“Why, she takes a dust-bath; that's all.
Haven't you ever scen thoge Little round
wallows on the sunny cdges of the woods,
sometimes in the sand, sometimes in the
powdery part of a decayed log? Look eloser
next time, and you'll discover tiny bits of
down, and here and there a mottled
feather in those little cup-shaped hollows;
and when you do, you may be sure that
a Ruffed Grouse has bheen dusting there”

“I do wish you would tell us the story
of your life,” said Peter, wistfully,

The Forest Drummer rufiled his beauti-
ful brown and mottled feathers thought-
fully: then hegan:

“What with drumming and making love
and keeping clear of foxes and weasels and
raccoons and hawks and owls; what with
dodging  prowling  cats, and avoiding

skunks, and leading Imnl:ng dogs a wild-
grouse chase, and { ”H! men with guns,
my life has been fllII of fun—the very

funniest kind of fun.”

“Do you call all these dreadful escapes
fun?' asked Geraldine, pityingly.

“Fun? 1 should say so!  Why,
more fun than a barrel of donkeys!”
the Forest Drummer,

“But suppose they—the gumns—should
shoot you?"

“Aha! that's my lookout! Ifi they get
me they'll get something worth a kinge's
dinner. Why, children, there is not in all

it's
cricd

we'll roll these in mud and cook them like it |

i says to in the book"

Tom went down the bank where the mu!
was still soft on the shore, and with a stick
he traced a circle in the clay. Inside the cir
cle he marked the mystic symbol, 3 A M. 8
then all three boysekneeled around the c:rclv

cach of them crossing the index and secon'!

fingers of their ieft hands and solemnly say-
ing “muggins” before taking a swallow of
the insipidly sweet honey.

They then took the fearful and dire ocat’
with much solemnity and spent a good hali
liour tattooing their arms with “3 A, M, S~
They did this by pricking their arms with a
needle and thea rubbing the India ink int
the pricks. It hurt them a great deal worse
than being vaccinated, but none of the thre
whimpered.

ite morsel as a slice of beech-nut-ied
grouse!”

“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” sighed Geraldine
“I don't see how you and Captain Woo!
cock can talk about your own flavors!”

“Don’t mention us in the same breath!”
said the big Grouse, [ree\ishly. “His meat
is dark; mine is white. Besides, he's
scarcely enough for a mouthiul, while |
am handed round in generous, fragrant
slices.” And the big bird strutted up and
down, tail spread like a fan, wings a-
quiver, trailing over the brown leaves.

“Will you please begin the interesting
history of your life and adventures:”
asked Peter, respectfully.

“Life,” said the Ruffed Grouse, "“is a
curious mixture of drumming and flirta-
tion and delightiul escapes, Life is full
of pleasures and heech-nuts and apple-
buds; it is also full of dogs and guns and No.
7 chilled shot. Sometimes life is also full
of tail-feathers, if you don't dodge quickly
enough.”

The beautiful bird scratched his check
with his toes, meditatively.

“l was born, with eleven brothers and
sisters, in a nest on the ground under an
old brier-grown stump, about half a mile
from here,” continued the Ruffed Grouse,
“We were tiny, downy chicks, running all
over the dead leaves, following the cluck!
cluck! of our mother, scratching for ants’
egws, catching little beetles and moths
and worms, picking up seeds and drink-
ing the dew from blackberry leaves at
sunrise.

“l remember very well my first scare,
Mother heard something moving in the
ferns, one afternoon, and clucked us to
her. The next moment a small puppy
came bouncing into the underbrush, scar-
ing us horribly, and we scattered, running
in every direction, DBut mother bristled

| we have.

+ poised,

North America such a tender and exqguis-

up and flew right at the puppy, and gave

\

him a whack with her wings, and the
frightened dog rushed away yelping. Thm
a boy came running up, and tried to cate’s
me, but mother flew at him and he jumm il
back.

“Then mother began to whimper and
run about over the leaves, trailing on-
wing as though it were broken and s!.
couldn’t Ny, and the boy ecalled out 1.
another boy: ‘She can't fly! Cateh her
So those two bovs ran after mother, w!
kept ahicad just tfar enough to lead tiu
on; and when we chilidren were safely hu!
den under leai and fern, mother suddenly
spread her wings and flew up with 2
thunderimg winr!  And I do wish you
could have -cen the astonishment on the
faces of those two boys!"”

“Oh, T am so thankiul that they didn’t
cateh  you'" excliimed Geraldine, her
clasped fingers tghtening in excitement

“No fear of that,” said the Grouse, with
a wink. Ahere dsn't a creature in all
Forest Land that has as many tricks a-s
You ought to sce your father
trail me, for example.

“He comes into the beech-woods, gun
his white setter dogs leading. |
sometimes sit up on the erotch of a white
pime-tree and wateh him, But if U've been
on the wround, Jdusting, or dining on
beech-nuts, or pecking at apples along the
edges of the overgrown and abandonel
orchards, the Jdows cateh the scent if the
ground 15 not t.o dry or there is not too
much wind; and then 1 must use all my
wits,

“Oh, the chase I lead those dogs, wind-
ing in and out of thickets, over logs,
across swamps and mossy glades, through
hedge-fences, over the glistening carpet
of pine-needles! Sometimes 1 delay too
long, and the dogs corner me. I'm not
afraid of them: they always halt, one foot
lifted, tail rigid. nose pointed directly at
me. They don’t attempt to spring on me
like a fox.”

“What do you do when you're cor-
nered?” urged Peter, breathlessly.

“I stand silent, alert, listening. Then I
{ hear your father say in a low voice to his
dogs, ‘Ho! steady, there!" and 1 hear him
walking noiselessly up straight toward
me, I listen: I hear him give three short,
low whistles—a signal to your uncle that
the dogs are pointing. I hear your uncle,
who has taken station outside the thicket's
edge, give a whistle like a phebe-bird—as
though 1 dudn’t know that all pheebe-birds
l:ad gone South before the grouse season
hegan!”

The hird
went on:

“So there they are, all fixed, the white
setters like two dogs sculptured out of
white and blue-veined marble, your uncle
ready outsule the thicket, your father
walking forward, gun raised, eves alert.
Aha! With a thunderous roar of wings
I whir up. keeping a huge tree between
your father and myself.

“*Mark! cries your father, for he has
not seen a feather of me!

“!Nothing this way! ecries your uncle

“'Fooled us again! It's that same old
Drummer.' says your father, laughing. a-
I rocket up over the white pines, out of
range, and go sailing down the ravine as
though T were going to alight there, But
I don't,” added the Forest Drummer, sly-
y; “I sail close to the ground, turn to
the right, soar up over the other bank,
sail down into the wvalley, then swoop
through the densest and duskiest hemlock
swamp in the county, and alight in a pine-
tree so thick that nobody ecould see me if
they knew I was there. That,” added the
hird, “1s the sort of thing an old Forest
Drummer does—if he can only escape the
foxes and hawks, and the storms of Nos
6 or 7 chilled shot which fill the first
season of his existence as a full-grown
bird."”

All the while he was talking the Forest
Drummer kept looking uneasily around
him; and now he mounted a log and stood
up on it, craning his neck and glanecing
about, but talking all the while,

“No. 7 chilled shot is what I dread—
that, and a thaw and sudden freeze in
Winter. But as for foxes, I'm too old a
bird to be caught napping by any musty,
dusty, grinny-jaws of a fox—="

There came a thundering roar of wings,
a rush, and the Forest Drummer was
gone.

(Copyright, by Robert W. Chambers.)

Note.—The next story In the “Volces of the

Woods" series by Mr, Chambers is entitled
“Molly Mole"™ and will be published April 27th.

rutled up disdainfully, and



